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how and made a passable landing) and taxied round
the serai and between the barriers. I was very tired.
I seemed always to have been flying, ever since before
I could remember. I had been in the air that day
just a quarter of an hour under the twelve hours. Embry
landed about three minutes after me. Some ladies
who had been playing tennis at the Heliopolis Club
had come up to meet the Mail. They looked so fresh
and dainty all in white, and they somehow reminded
me of a country house party. And there was I, tired,
sun-scorched, dirty and unshaven, chilled and from a
strange land that I had only dim memories of: as if
I had come from another world. I handed over the
mail-bags to Sutton in the Heliopolis Details Guard
Room.

Heliopolis to Ziza. The return Mail trip. The
three of us climbed more or less together along the side
of the delta. It was a beautiful morning with a fresh
glow of light. I made some notes in the air on the
look of things as we swung up towards the sea. There
was a purple mist horizon with a little false veil of
transparent indian red-grey across it and slightly above
it. To the south was a warm white mist horizon, brighter
actually at the horizon, but with soft blue showing
through it. The upper sky was flecked with razor-
backed cirrus; some with feathers longitudinally, others
diagonally or transversely. The Mediterranean was
as calm as a mill-pond. The desert of sand was all
drifted and blown. The prevailing aspect of the land
was as if covered with speckled scrub, like dry coffee
spilt at random on a tablecloth. Then there were the
little dunes, bare, smooth, queer-shaped like droll
question marks with occasionally a date-palm grove